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goats, swarmed up into the hazel trees on the top of the rock and
sat in the forks and swung. I could not make the party out at all,
They were not poor and they certainly were not rich. They did not
look like fanners, cottagers or artizans. They were perfectly nonde-
script, seemed to have come from nowhere and to be going no-
where, but just to have fallen from the sky upon Mouse Castle, and
to be just amusing themselves. The girls about 12 or 14 years old
climbed up the steep rocks before and just above us quite regardless
of the shortness of their petticoats and the elevating and inflating
powers of the wind. We climbed up too and found no castle or
ruin of one. Nothing but hazels and bushes. A boy was seated in
the fork of one hazel and a girl swinging in the wind in another,
We soon came down again covered with dust and went to repose
upon an inviting knoll green sunny and dry, from which two girls
jumped up and ran away with needless haste. The man lay down
in the grass on his face and apparently went to sleep. The girls
called him 'Father*. They were full of fun and larks as wild as hawks,
and presently began a great romp on the grass which ended in their
rolling and tumbling head over heels and throwing water over each
other and pouring some cautiously on their father's head. Then they
scattered primroses over him. Next the four girls danced away
down the path to a spring in the wood with a pitcher to draw more
water, leaving a little girl and little boy with their father. We heard
the girls shrieking with laughter and screaming with fun down
below at the spring in the wood as they romped and, no doubt,
threw water over each other and pushed each other into the spring.
Presently they re-appeared on the top with the pitcher, laughing and
struggling, and again the romp began. They ran after each other
flinging water in showers, throwing each other down and rolling
over on the grass. Seeing us amused and laughing they became still
more wild and excited. They were fine good looking spirited girls
all of them. But there were one or two quite pretty and one in a
red frock was the wildest and most reckless of the troop. In the
romp her dress was torn open all down her back, but whilst one of
her sisters was trying to fasten it for her she burst away and tore it all
open again showing vast spaces of white, skin as well as linen. Mean-
while the water that had been ostensibly fetched up from the spring
to drink had all been thrown wantonly away, some carefully poured
over their father, the rest wildly dashed at each other, up die clothes,

